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Author's Notes: 

| saw the prompt and immediately thought of a way this could realistically get naughty, remembering an 
Instagram post George made a few years back. He did in fact accidentally give Jeff a bloody nose during the 
solo, and if you look carefully, when he's breaking Jeff off the wall, you can see the guitar headstock go right 
into poor Jeff's face! Plus, remarks of George liking bedroom scenes talking about the video in the Unchain The 
Night home video made a perfect way to combine those to make the prompt. Merry Ficmas! 


"Stay there!" 


George pointed to the bed on the video set Jeff Pilson sat on, nearly flinching as hard as Jeff did at the tone 


of his own voice. 


He hadn't meant to shout quite that harshly. Just like he hadn't meant to swing the headstock of his guitar 
into Jeffs nose while miming his guitar solo that supposedly would have freed all his band mates from being 
chained up on a wall when all the final effects had been applied. 


But now they were taking a break for Jeff to stop his nosebleed, and for Don and Mick to pick up a couple of 
things they'd knocked over and broken when they'd jumped down from the set walls. 


"Sorry. But stay where you are. l'm serious right now. Moving around is gonna make it bleed faster." 


Having been the one who'd hurt Jeff, George felt the instinctual need to help treat his wounds. Despite barely 
having a couple of months to get to know each other -hell, Jeff was miming the bass part to "Breaking the 
Chains" without even knowing how the song went -they had clicked together immediately, in more ways than 
just the music, and George could barely stand to see Jeff carry out the rest of the scene as if nothing was 


wrong, let alone cope with it once the director finally let them cut. 

"Y'know, 's not that big of a deal," Jeff insisted, voice slightly muffled as he kept his nose pinched between his 
fingers and wadded-up paper towels. "lss not broken, ‘n the bleeding wasn't even that much. Hadn't even 
dripped enough for me to know it was bleeding until we were almost done with th'rest of th’ scene." 

George sighed. What had any of them done to deserve finding such a sweet kid when they'd been in need of a 
replacement bassist? Even in his awkward position, face half-obscured, Jeff looked angelic, and far more 
appealing than Don ever could have, even chained to that bed earlier in the day in his impossibly short robe. 
"That's not the point; | still hurt you-" 

"-Not on purpose-" 

"-and that's why you need to stay down and let me help you." George handed Jeff a new paper towel, and 
seeing that the nosebleed that hadn't been much more than a trickle to begin with was mostly stopped, handed 
Jeff a bag of crushed ice, too. 


Jeff started to stand to throw the old, bloody paper towel away after swapping for the fresh one, and 
George's eyes bugged out as he extended a finger and barely poked Jeff in the chest, sitting him back down. 


"No, no- Jeff, what did | just tell you?" 
"But that's all bloody and gross!" 


| don't care. Its not that gross" George took the bloody paper towel away from Jeff and tossed it in the 
trash can off the side of the set. "I swear, if you don't stay down until that bleeding calms down..." 


He left his threat unfinished, not really having a true threat to it. 


"What're y'gonna do?" asked Jeff, visibly stifling a giggle underneath the wad of paper towels and the ice bag. 
"Chain me t th'bed?" 


Though blushing slightly, a naughty grin sprang across George's face with Jeff's unexpected completion. 


"Better you than Don, to tell the truth," said George, internally musing how it was one of an endless list of 
things that could have been better about what he could already tell would be a horribly cheesy video. "The 
director should have chosen you, forget lead singer placement. Though you'd be plenty capable of that, too - 


perhaps more." 


"Well, no need tdebate that," said Jeff, grinning back at George. "While we're here, we can pretend we're makin’ 


our own video, just th'way we want it." 


The only thing keeping George from laughing was choking on air and almost entirely losing his breath as Jeff 
sprawled out on the bed, on his side, propped on one elbow like he was posing for a French painting. In reality, 
he was probably trying to lie on the bed in a position that wouldn't let any residual nosebleed drip down his 
throat, as lying flat on his back on the pillow would have. 


Still, George only balked for a moment before making his approach and laying the loose chains across Jeff, then 
reattaching the links that were designed to snap together and pull apart at the slightest tug for the video 


purposes. 
"There," he said, finally. "Now you're going to stay, until | free you -this time, without a guitar!" 
"Sounds perfect," said Jeff, releasing his grip with the paper towels, sniffling inward to clear remaining 


congestion before it could annoy him enough to make him forget that he couldn't blow his nose, and swiping 


with the edge of the white cloth a few times to test that the flow wasn't continuing. "I think I'm better now." 


With that, he curled his free hand -the one he wasn't resting his head against while propped on that elbow - 
under his chin, looking quite pleased with himself. George wasn't sure if it was more of a tease, or just plain 


adorable. 


"Hmmm." George tapped his own chin in thought, raised an eyebrow, and smiled softly. "I think I'm gonna have 
to make you stay there a bit longer. dust in case." 


This time, more to hang on just a bit longer to the scene, than the concern that rising blood pressure on 


standing up might make the bleeding resume if the clotting was just barely formed. 
"Okay, then," replied Jeff, "but if you do, will you stay with me?" 
That was a request George couldn't resist, and had no reason to, anyway. 


"Why not? Of course | will" With a naughty hint sneaking into his playful grin, he slid himself in behind Jeff 
on the side of the bed that had remained empty in the video, still open -now, just for him. 


He took a parallel position to Jeff, laying on his side with his chest facing Jeff's back. It was Jeff who leaned 
back and rested his cheek on George's shoulder, and then George's arm found a natural resting position around 


Jeff's side, hugging him against his own body, so that they were effectively spooning. 


No longer did the towels and ice obscure Jeff's face. Jeff had used the condensation on the bag to clean up 
the minimal traces of injury on his face. There was a chance a more prominent bruise would pop up by 
morning, but for now, impact and subsequent chill had left Jeffs nose and cheeks perfectly flushed. His hair 
was no longer in the stiff, harsh-edged position the costume artist had set him up in, but had been tousled 
free from all their jumping about, and now, mussed just enough by laying against it to compliment his other 


endearing features. 

He was everything in that moment, and possibly every moment that would follow, George realized. Jeff was 
everything that would ever be good in George's eyes in regards to this stupid video -the video that was so 
stupid, filming it had managed to hurt Jeff. 

And if George had felt trapped in Dokken since failing to make the gig with Ozzy, then Jeff was the one 
breaking the chains he was under. He was every reason why George wanted to stay in Dokken, bound by 


nobody else. 


No, even better. They'd break any chains holding back their creative preferences together, starting with the 


ones on the set. 


"This video is gonna be world class crap," he laughed, "but you're gonna be great in it. This whole thing be 


damned." 

Jeff snickered to himself. 

‘lm not even playing the bass line. I'm faking it because | don't know it yet" 
"Not too many kids will know," decided George. 


"Bass player advantage; you don't get noticed as much, so you can" Jeff shrugged and grinned, somehow 


making himself look even more precious. "Worked out for this time." 
"Oh, they'll notice you. And they'll definitely notice that synchronized jump from the drum riser.’ 


"That was the best part!" Jeff and George hadn't even been trying to synth up perfectly, it had just 


happened, like it was always meant to be. 
"Even better than the chains would have been, without a mishap." 


"But maybe we can fix that, now." Limited in how far he could stretch up by the chains, Jeff tried to turn 
around and lift his head to lock lips with George. That was the sign Jeff was ready as George was, and George 
leaned down, closing the distance. 


Halfway through the passionate kiss -the first time they'd had to get deeply involved with one, and the first 

time they hadn't been vertical -George slid his other arm under Jeff's side, gently, yet strongly pulling Jeff to 
roll over onto his chest, causing the prop chains to burst apart. This contact of sliding across each other was 
new for both, and George shuddered with pleasure, feeling similar tremors through Jeff as the bassist climbed 


up over him, freed, this time without pain, but only newfound passion 


George reached up, guiding Jeff to lie against him, chest to chest, exploring Jeffs body with sore fingertips, 
the ache combining with a pleasant tickle as he pressed down with the pads he'd dug into those stupid prop- 
strings on his guitar designed to look like chains. He traced invisible designs against Jeff, occasionally feeling 
shivers that became more frequent and increased in intensity as he felt Jeff's sides, almost impossibly thin 


and delicate from his constant jumping about. 


Jeff's hair tickled against George's neck as the bassist leaned in for yet another passionate kiss, locking his 


arms around George's more muscular form as he fought to hold out the moment just a bit longer. 


Nobody, he decided, would bind him other than George. Mishap and bad video aside, he would stay in Dokken. 


George would free him within it. 


Finally, after reaching up for a gentle brush to Jeffs face to see that their excitement-which undoubtedly had 
spiked Jeff's blood pressure -had not caused any problems, George tightened his hold on Jeff. 


Neither had anticipated a moment together, making out on the abandoned set for fun would lead to approaching 
a full climax, but then neither had anticipated what events would play out during the filming, or that they 
would have crossed paths, and that had turned out alright. 


And as Jeff finally collapsed back against George in his own grip as they both panted together, glowing with 
ecstasy, and some indescribable feeling as they gazed into each other's eyes, they both silently admitted it 


was more than alright. 
Until they flinched apart, hearing the director shout from the hallway. 

"Is everyone fine? Hurry it up, everyone, we still got one more scene to shoot" 

George groaned He'd forgotten they'd decided to redo one of the takes in the awful, claustrophobic hallway of 
the set. There was no use trying to delay; it was only a matter of time before Don walked in, frustrated with 


everyone, and less than quiet about it. 


"We'll come back," said Jeff, confident of that, as they cleaned themselves up with unused paper towels behind 


the shield of the bed in case someone barged in. "Or we'll continue even better someplace else." 


The chains of lingering shyness and unfamiliarity holding them back from each other had been broken, left 
behind on the bed with covers suspiciously askew, but they were quickly becoming bound together by 


something stronger. 


For it, they leaned together that much closer in the final hallway shoot. 


